ITbe Life of LOVE 


Let he or ſhe, 


from Chains are free, 


prize high their Liberty. 
Loves a Diſcaſe, that ſeems to pleaſe 
jet b:eeds Captivity, 


To the Tune of, The Fair one let me In Or, Buſie Fame, 


This may be Pꝛinted, R. P. 
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AL you that do in Love delight, 
no mind what I relate; 
And give your judgement now aright, 
of this my cruei Fate 
J loved one moſt tender iy. 
that lowd not me again: 
Though J koꝛ him cauld frec'p dye, 
he pays me with dſ{idain, 


And yet upon him I muſt date, 
D what a Fool am - 
Though pet J love him well J know'r, 
tis meer Simplicity, | 
To mourn fo2 him who laughs at me, 
Ce on be niet kind tome 
m 4 5 
tie doth me molt diſdain, 


—— — —— — 


th... mc 


Hard hap J had in this my Choice, 
ta meet one fo unkind ; 

UAdhtlſt others ſweetip do rejoyce, 
no Comkoꝛt J can find : 

Burt ſighiug waſte my (elf aw2y, 


— 


. 


and ünger in my Chain; 
J pine fo: him both night and day, 
that doth me ſti i di;dain. 


Thts is Anju dice to the heighth, 

that R a on contradicts ; 

| Bath n:ght and day fo2 m to ſigh; 
that my po92 heart affi.cts : 

Oh! J a3 rather chule co dye, 
then in this ſtate reinata, 

Tis woꝛie then Death aſſuredly, 

| to meet with ſuch diſdain, 
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Well ſince mult this grief endure, Na na, foꝛbear to maurn ſoꝛ me, 
ble nom reſign my heath who loves thee tcnderlp . 
F0 being paſt all hopes of Cure, 2 w. Il be faithful unto th-e, 
1 covet fo2 my D-ath : and conſtant till J dye: 
F0J hall never quiet be. Thou art an Angel unto me, 
while J do here remain; _ tis thee J do adoꝛe; 
Come Death and ſtrike immediately, In thee alone Ado delight, 
then farewell his diſdain. then grieve for me no more. 
Then down her Checks the tears did It pierc'dmethꝛongh my tender heart, 
and oft ſhe wiſh't in vain; (run to hear thee thus complain; | 


Foꝛ that which could not well be won, Jt is not in the pawer of Art, 
which much encreac d her pain to male me thee diſdain: 
Come Oeath quoth ſhe, æ Pierce my y Love is ſpotieſs J pꝛoteſt, 
iet me no moꝛe complain; (teart, | none e relov'd (9 before; 
J long tofecl thy k I ing dart, Py dear. 5 no not ſpean in jeff, 
ſince he di th me diſdain. then grieve for me no more. 
The Young-Mars Loving Anſwer . 
M* dear vou're ton too mu-hunkind Let this my Love a pattern be, 
ing me th to all both young and oid ; 
agatnt me thus to ſpeak ; Dl 
Foz thou chalt ſce I will pzove kind, Act ho tay, they tove unfeignedip. 
thy heart it ſhail not bicak: but yec J dare be bild 
0; evecy tear that thou haſt ſpent, | To lap, that manp dg deceive, 
J tott'e up in ſtoꝛe; ko ſcatce one in a Sc02e, 
Believe me Love, tis mp intent. That ſay they love you may believe. 


that chou ſhould'lt grieve no more. but mind ſuch Bladesno more, 
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